
THE 4, 1022.

Whalcn. "In front of that scrap? I
guess notl Can you .turn around In
this sand," Bill 7 Lord! Look! Look I"

Tho first pursuer gained on tho fu-

gitive Ho was his re-

viver an he passed from sight behind
a little ridge. The outlaw swerved to
meet, him. The pursuer flashed Into
the open, still loading his gun; the
outlaft closed in, shooting. He fired
once twice three times; tho luckless
cowboy clutched at the saddle horn,
fell over along tho horse's neck, 'hung
for a second and rolled off in tho deep
'sand.

Veils of wl'il rage, a popping of
guna- - 'tilled the air. . the
assassin;, rode close to the body and

Aral again dncc twice.
Mullets puffed the sand about him, but
he swooped down from his saddle,
cam a up with the gun of 'his fallen
foe, turned and across to
tho car. Ue leaped off, ho scramblod
tow.-u- tho car, gun in hand.

"Hit her up" he jump-
ing In. "Give her alt you got!" The
car leaned forward. "Climb over In
front, you lltUe fellow!"

Tho outlaw prodded Bill with a
gun muzzle. "You'll have us In the
dllch! Sit up, you, or I'll blow you
to Kingdom Come!"

For Bill was trying to duck. Mr.
Dwyer was scrunched on tho floor In

front. Mr. Whalcn, in tho tonncau,
was trying to squeeao himself between
two suit cases.

Thus Bill sat up. On
tho smooth road beyond the draw the
car gathered speed and shot ahead
with a roar; the shots and shout3
grew fainter.

As the fleeing car topped the first
rl3o, tho avengers, with one accord,
Jogged soberly back In little .groups
of twos nnd threes.

Even more remarkable was tlic
conduct of the murdered man. He
brushed himself, rubbed the sand from
Ills hair, took up his sombrero, mount-
ed his horse, captured the loose horso
left by his late assassin and led him
to camp. The horse wrangler rode
out to meet him.

"Spud Wallls, you red hellion," said
the "them fellows'U
be at llio North Polo by sundown."

the kidnapped car

"Pull her up, son," advised the
new passenger. "We've made our

get-awa- y. Just let her trundle along.
There, that's better."

Ho was a powerful bulk of a man,
great of body and bone; he filled the
eye. In his left hand he held his
enormous Mexican som-
brero of thick red felt, heavily braided
witli silver; tho other hand,
holding the rested easily
on ills thigh. A massive head sat om

a bull-nec- k. His features were heavy
bill not his mouth was
tensed to a grim straight line; his
mustache was black and long: his eyes
were black and hard, his brows heavy
nnd black, tho thick tangle of hair

k; his great n face
was streaked with sweat nnd dust.

He turned his attention to Mr. Rob-
ert Wlialen. "What's the mn'ttcr,
brother? Got a chill?"

Mr. Whalcn picked up spirit.
"Oreat K.

lio niiHweied. "I'm scared!"
Chauffeur Bill (lung a remark over

his hhnu'ihc. "Well, you needn't put
.on any airs .about
it so nm I."

The robber l.iugtied.
"I really ought to shake ou fellows

down for your change," ho said
"but I haven't tho heart to

do It, tho way tho play come. You
donn mo a good turn, and I'm grate-
ful. You just carry mo along till I
get a horso and we'll call It square.
But If you got any guns you'd better
dump em overboard. Cans mado mo
nervous."

got one," said Bill. "Toss
it out. Shrimp, as tho gentleman tells
you."

Mr. Dwyer rroducod a dainty affair
In silver and pearl.

The outlaw gave a c.--y of delight.
"Oh, what u cunning little thing!"

he cooed. "Don't throw it away, Mr.
Shrimp. I'll sow It on my hat. No
I'll use It for a scurf pin." Ho thnist
his own gun In tin holster and put tho
new one In his pocket. "Now we'll
go long, all nice and cosy," ho said.

The Point of Hocks lay far behind;
tho railroad was close to the left. In
the north, Lear section house, water
tank and telegraph shack grow large
against the sky. They crossed tho
railroad track and plowed through a

'stretch of sand.
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W'DH up! Stop her!"
Tell feet away a riOo

barrel poked from be-

hind a washed out bank.
It was pointed at Bill, but In n hulf
second it suiing to cover the tonnenu.

"If It ain't Bill I'anky! Don't move
n hand!"

To steady himself In crossing the
gully, Mr. Panky's hands hail gtlpped
at scat and stanchion. Ho now rig-Idl- y

held that strained position. Tin-ca- r

stopped astride tho ditch.
A man stepped cautiously from the

washout a littlp man with a long 30-4- 0

repeater. lie looked very much in-

deed like Mr. Charlie Simpson, He
held the muzzle of the long rifle with-
in a foot ot Mr. Panky's ribs.

1Pui jour bands oa the back ot the

- . f

front scat!" ho ordered. "Shut your
eyes!"'

Mr. Panky did this. Tho little man
reached forward gingerly for Mr.
Panky's Getting It, with
a little audible sob ot relief, he cocked
It, backed off a step, and laid tho rifle
behind him.

"Get out!" he said. "Keep them
hands up! Turn around. Back out!"

Panky meekly submitted while the
little man frisked him for weapons.

"What In hell Is this?" said the
little man, In a rising crescendo ot
astonishment, whea he came to the
little pearl-handle- d gun. "Turn
around. Bill, let's have a look at you!"

"Why. It's old Hank!" Bald Mr.
Panky.

"Yes It's old Hank." The little
man sat down on the bank. He had a
wizened, freckled face and a stubby
red mustache, which now bristled to a
snarl. "Old Hank him you bullied
and run over, and cheated out of his

ONE TWO AT MAN WENT
THE THIRTY-FOO- INTO

share on that fordi!.urg money. Well,
well! What a joyful surprise! I see
this ortcrmoblle and thinks
I'll Just pick up a little piece of money

and here I got tho drop on old Bill
Panky, and 10,000 perfectly good dol-

lars reward for him, olive or dead. I
hope this will always bo a lesson to
us.'

Mr. Panky laughed uneasily. "You
wouldn't do old Bill dirt like that, old
fellow."

"Yes. I would," said Hank, posi-
tively.

"Iot a big bunch ot money hid
out, Hank I'll whack up even with
you honest I will.''

"No, yoq won't. You want a chance
to put me to bed with a shovel that's
what you want. Horo's where I get
even with you, for keeps. I'm getting
old, Bill and that ten thousand will
sorter ease my years."

"Maybe I was too rough on you'
admitted Mr. Panky. "But I'll make
It up to you. You keep the guns,
Hank take dough this bunch
has, If you want It we'll get some
horses and hit the brush for my
hide-out- ."

"You'll hit the back track for Dona
Ana," retorted Hunk. ferociously.

"Back out that car, you feller, and
turn her round.' Ho reached back
for tho rifle.

"You can't do that Sim simpleton,"
said Panky. "They'll send you to the
pen for that Iordsburg job,"

"They'll lot me off light, mo glvln'
myself up and bringing you In," as-

serted Hank confidently. "They want
you Bill. You'll swing for that con-

ductor you got. They'll give mo two
or three years at most maybe a full
pardon. And you'll be hung till you're
dead dead dead I "

"I'll give you all tho money I got
cached. Hank.'

"You'll give me a shot In tho back.
To hell with your moneyl"

Panky wilted. He was trembling.
He cringed. "Take me to Grindstone,
then. Hank," be pleaded abjectly.
"The Tumble-Te- e outfit will lynch me
If you take me back that way, I I
killed a man down this after-
noon. Hank.'

PLUNGE THE THIRD, HORSE AND
OVER BANK THE RIO GRANDE.

declining

what

thero

"You did? Is that right, uu
Hank asked.

"Ho did," said Whalcn. "Cold-
blooded. Shot him twice after ho
was down. We saw It. Then ho mado
us bring him up here. Don't you bo
afraid of us. We're with you we
take you in the machine wherever you
want to go."

Hank suivcyed the prisonor with
ferocious joy. "That settles jou. I

get the reward Just tho same alive or
dead. And what's more, If you open
your ugly head for Just one more
word. I'll kill you right now and here.
I mean It." His fingers twitched along
the rlflo barrel.

the car, the three partntis
BY had been holding a whispered

conference. Now Dwyer came
forward. He was very pale,

but the light of greed was In his
blinking eyes.

"Walt wait a mlnule," he faltered.
"We want to make you a proposition.
We happen to have with us a consid-
erable sum in ready cash. You
couldn't very well rob us on your way
to tell the court you wanted to re-

form. But why should you go to tho
penitentiary? Why wouldn't you huve
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us pay you a good cash percentage
right hero, and lot us havo the

while you go froo.7'
"They might send you up for a Ions

term, you know. You never can UtV
urged Whalon. "Why vou might get
sick and dio there."

"How much?" Hank- - did not more
his little glowing oyoa from his cap-
tive. '1 never did care much tor the
fjenltcntlary, nohow.'

Chauffeur Bill became tho spokes-
man.

"Fifteen hundred dollars."
"That listens pretty good. Coma

again. You hadn't ought to try to
hold out on an old man that way,"
said Hank sorrowfully. "I got the
guns. Try once more."

"Wo can scrape up a-- little more,
between us,' admitted Dwyer, reluc-
tantly. "But it will loavo us bare.
Wo need some expense money."

"You glvo It here," returned Hank
Implacably. "Expense money bo
blowedl Give me two thousand even,
and It's a go. But you got to go back
the way y.ou camo. I'm goln' north

and I need room. Tho boys won'i
lynch him not with you bringln' him
in that way. They'll take him to
Dona Ana for you. That's my last
word. Take. It or leave It."

Tho money changed hands. Under
Hank's gun, Panky was trussed up
with sult-cas- o straps, his hands be-
hind his back, and was assisted Into
tho car. Then his unklcs woro
strapped together. Wlialen took tho
steering wheel with Dwyer beside him
and tho two Bills In tho tonncau. Thd
car turned back toward tho Point of
Bocks: behind It, Hank climbed to the
railroad track and howled a truculent
farewell.

Mr. Panky chatted freely, mainly
about Hank.' His companions, being
In high spirits, met these lively sallies
with laughter and applause. After a
few miles, however, Mr. Panky lapsed
to sulky silence.

I

COOL breeze tossed theA wayside mesqultes; a fair
mountain notched black and
sharp across the red sun, the

car came again to Lookout Draw. It
chugged up the sandy slope, it torncd
across the plain to the chuck-wago- n.

A horseman trotted out to meet the
cor, waving his arm. "Gee whis!
Ain't you got no sense?" ho cried in
an angry voice. "Get away with that
devil-wago- n. You'll stampede these
cattlo. Go 'way round. If you want to
get to camp."

Whalcn mado a wide detour, driv-
ing slowly over the grass hummocks;
dusk had fallen when he reached tho
wagon.

By the bright Are stood a battery
of steaming Dutch ovens and pots and
a vast kettle of coffee, sending out a
savory Incense; in tho firelight, a
broad, semi-circ- le of cowboys sat
cross-legge- d, laughing and talking or
busy with plate and knife nnd fork.

"Supper all ready, strangers! Come
and get It!"

Tho hall came from Cole, tho fore-
man, as the car stopped.

"We've got your train robber!"
called Wlialen triumphantly. "Here's
your Bill Panky."

Tho seml-circl- o went suddenly
hushed nnd still.

Colo rose and came forward.
"Bully!" he said heartily. "Good for
you! There's a blir rtw.nd offered
for him ten thousand, I think.
You're in luck. Whcie'd you get
him?''

"Another man captured him," ex-
plained Whalcn, modestly, "and turned
him over to us to bring in," He tugged
at tho strap on the captive's legs, "I'll
teir you about It later."

Ho took the prisoner's elbow, Bill
assisting from behind, nnd helped him
to the ground. Dwyer followed.

"Gash, nTy feet are asleep," ro
marked tho prisoner, to a vast silenco.
Ho shambled a step Into tho firelight.
"Undo my arms, somebody."

Cole unbuckled the strap; the out-
law hobbled straight to a tin plate
and cup. Colo spoke In a pained and
shocked voice.

"Why, tills Isn't Bill Panky. Tills
is old Jim Hendricks, and ho isn'l
worth yiO a dozen to any one."

"But he killed a man here!"
Colo shook his head. "We was Just

playing movlng-plctur- o cowboys."
Whalen's heart stood still. Dwyer

felt a cold fulntness creeping over him
and leaned heavily against the mud-
guard. "But our m -- money!' gurgled
Dwyer. "All wo had gave It to the
man that caught him!"

A drawling voice rose from the Are.
"What sort of a looking man 7 Little
sawed-of- f runt, red eyes and brindled
mustache?"

"That's him!"
"Oh. It's all right then!'' said the

voice. "I told him to do that.' Spud
Wallls, the speaker, rauo and loitered
over. "I'll lake care of tho money.
You just make a little list of the rings
you've lost lately. Mr. Whalen your
poor old dad's rings. Jot down the
names and amounts, near as you re-
member, and I'll fix It aH up for as
far as tho money holds out.'

Bill stepped tnto tho car and
grasped Uie steering-whe- el firmly.

"Home, Jee.ras!" he said.
And thus Spud got the girl I l
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